

The mo ft lamentable Tragedy 

Ben. This wind you talkeof blowes us from our felves, 

Supper is done, and we (hall come too late. 

Rom. I feare too early, for my mind miffe-gives. 

Some conlequence yet hanging in the ftarres, 

Shall bitterly begin his fearefull date 
With this nights revclls , and expire the termc 
Of a defpifed life clos’d in my breaft, 

By ibme vile forfeit of untimely death. 

But he that hath the fteerage of my courfe. 

Direct my Cite : on lufty Gentlemen. 

Ben . Strike Drum. 

They march about the Sta*e,aHcl Servin*Mn come 
forth with Napkins. 

Enter Romeo. 

Ser. Where’s Potpan , that he helpes not to take awayj? 

He fnift a Trencher ? he fcrape aTrencher ? 

i. When good manners (hall lye all in one or two mens 
hands,andthey unwafht too, ’tis a foule thing. 

Ser. Away with the join-ftooles, remove the Court-cupboard, 
looke to the plate, good thou lave me a piece of March-pane, and 
as thou loves mee let the Porter let in Sufan Grind-fione , and 
Nell, Anthonie and Potpan. 

2. 1 Boy ready* 

Ser. You arc lookt for and cald for ,askt for and fought for in 
the great chamber. 

3 . We cannot be here and there too, chearly boyes, 

Bebriske a while, and the longer liver take all. 

Exeunt. 

Enter all the guefis and Gentlewomen to 
the Maskers.. 

z.fap. Welcome Gentlemen. Ladies that have their toes 
llnplagued with Cornes will walke about with you : 

Ah my Miftrefles, which of you all 
W ill now deny to dance ? fhe that makes daintic. 

She Tie Iwear nath Gornes: am I come neare yon now? 
Welcome GentlemenJ have feentheday 
That I have worne a Wor, and could tell 
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•/ Romeo and Juliets 

A whifpering tale in a faire Ladies eare. 

Such as would pleafe : 'tis gone,’tis gone, *t is gone. 

You are welcome Gentlemen : come Mufitians play. 

Mu ft eke playet and they dance* 

A hall, a hall,givc roome, and foot it girles, 

More light you Knaves, and turne the tables up, 

And quenefrthe fire, the roome is growne too hot« 

Ah firrah, this unlookt for fport comes well. 

Nay fit, nay fit, good coufin Capulet, 

For you and Iarepaft our dancing dayes : 

How long iff now fince laft yourXelfe and I 
Were in a Make? 

2 • Cap. Berlady thirty yeeres. 

1 . Cap. What man?’tis not lb much, ‘tis not fb much? 

’Tis fince the Nuptiallof Lucientio : 

Come Pcntecoft as quickly as it will. 

Some five and twenty yeeres,and then we maske. 

a. Cap. 'Tis more, 'tis more, his fbnne is elder fir, 

Hisfonneis thirty. 

1 . Cap. W ill you tell me that ? 

His lonne was but a Ward two yeeres agoe. 

Bom. What Ladyis that which doth inrich the hand 
Of yonder Knight. 

Ser. I know not fir. 

Bom. O fhe doth teach the torches to burne bright : 

It feemes fhe hangs upon the cheeke of night. 

As a richjewell in an iEthiops eare. 

Beauty too rich for ufe , for earth too deare : . 

So fhewes afnowie Dove trooping with Crowes, 

As yonder Lady o’re her fellowes fiiowes : 

• The mealiire done. Tie watch her place of Hand, 

And touching hers , make blefled my rude hand. 

Did my heart love till now, forfweare it fight. 

For I ne’re faw true beauty till this night. 

Tib. This by his voice mould be a Mount ague.- 
Fetch me my Rapier boy, what ? dares the Have, 

Come hither cover’d withan antique face, 
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